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CHAPTER L.

Close to the serried backbons of the
Cumberiand ridge through a aky of
mountain clarity, the sun seemed hesl-
tating before its descent to the hori
gon. The sugarloaf cone that tow-
ervd above a creek called Misery was

pointed and edged with emerald trac- |

ery where the loftiest timber thrust
mp its crest plumes into the sun. On
En hillsides it would be light for

ore ‘than an hour yet, but below.
whaere the waters tossed themselves
along In a chorus of tiny cascades, the
Beht was already thickening into a
eathiedral gloom. Down thers the “fur
riner”
eourse of
welveted
Utanic

the
and

creek between moss-
shaded bowlders of
proportions. The native would
have recognized the eountry road in
these tortuous twistings. A great block
ol =andstone, to whose summit a man
gtonding in bis saddle could scarcely
reach his fingertips, towered above
the stream, with a gnarled acrub oak
clinzing tenactously to Its apex. Loft
iy both sides climbed the moun-
Lains clogked In laurel and timber.
Suddenly the leafage was

a from above by a cautious hand,
and a shy, half-wild girl appeared In
the opening. For an instant she halt-
ed. with her brown fingers holding |
bPack the brushwood, and ralsed her
$noe as though listening. As she
#tocd with the toes of one bare foot
tw ng in the gratefully cool moss |
she [sughed with the sheer exhilara
tior of life and youth, and started out
oun 1he table top of the huge rock

Bu! there ghe halted suddenly with a
etart'ed exclamation and drew instinc

velr back. What she saw might well
tlw astonished her, for it was a thing
ehe had never seen before and of |
whichh she had never heard )
teassured by the silence, she -L-..-:-w!
acros4 the broad face of the flat rock
for a distance of twenty-five feet and
pai=ed again to listen,

At the far ¢dee lay o pair of saddle
bu such as form the only practical
@qu ' rment for mountaln travelers
Neur them lay a tin box, littered with
an and unfamiliardooking tubes of
et metal, all grotesguely twisted and
stained, and beside the box war a
strangely  shaped plagque of wood
emoared with a dozen hues. That this

plique was a painter’s sketching pal
ety was
Enow, sing
to de with a world as remote
her own o the
etars. It was one

teries that mads

from
life of the moon or
of thoss vague mvs-
up the wonderful life
of “down bel Why had theae
things been loft here in such confu-
slon? If therr was a man about who
owned them he would doubtless return
to viaim them. She erept over, eyes
and ocars alert, and slipped around to
the front of the queer tripod, with all
her muscles polsed in readiness for
Bight

A hall-raptarons and utterly aston
fshed cry broke from her lips -'.hn
atarad & moment, then dropped to the
mass-coversd :--k leaning back on
her brown hands and gazing intently

“Hit's purty!” she approved, in a
fow, musical murmur “Hit's plumb
dead beautifull”™

Of course it wes not a finished ple-
ture—merely a study of what lay be
fore her—but the hand that had
plaeccd these brush strokes on the
academy board was the sure, deft
hand of a master of landscape, who
had caught the splendid spirit of the
thing and fixed it immutably in true
and glowing appreciation. Who he
was; where he had gone; why his
work stood there unfinished and aban
doned, were detalls which for the mo-
ment this half-savage child-woman for
got to question. She was conscious
only of a sense of revelation and awe
Then she saw other hoards, like the
onn upon the easel, piled near the
paint box. These were dry, and rep-
resented the work of other days: but
they were all plctures of her own
mountains, and in each of them, as
in this one, wae something that made
her heart leap

To her own people these steep hill
sides and “coves” and valleys were a
matter of course In thelr stony sail

they labored by day, and in their shad- |
Yet |

ows slept when work was done.
someone had discovered that they heid
& pleturesque and ruzeed beauty; that

they were not merely

where the plow wne useless and the
hoe must be used. She must tell Sam-
son—Bamson, vhom she held o an |
artloga exaltation of hero worship;
Sumeon. who was =0 “smart™ that he

thought about things beyond her un-
derstanding: Samson, who could not
ooly read and write, but speculate on
problematical mattors

Suddenly she came to Her feet with |
# swilt-darting impulse of alarm. Her
esr bad caught a sound. She cast
scarching glances about her, but the |
tangle was empty of humanity. The

water still murmured over the roeks ; gelf and behaved stoically It would | the rifie leaning near by, and straight- | wordlens message.

undisturbed
human preseare

There was no sign of

hat her eyes could discover—and yet |
tn bor ears came

th ime morn distinetly, It was the
sound of & man's volce, and it was
moaning as if in paln. She rose and

the hiliside where the rock ran oul

would have seen only the rough .

thrust |

hing which shie could not |
e the ways of artists had |

steep fields I
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from the woods, She lifted her skirts
and splashed her feet in the shallow
creek water, wading persistently up
and down, Her shyness was forgotten
The groan wae a groan of a human
creature in distress, and she must find
| and succor the person from whom It
cume,

Caertain sounde are bafing as to di-
rection. A volce from overhead or
broken by echolng obstacles does not
readlly betray its source. Finally she
stood up and listened once more in-
| tently —her attifude full of tense ear
NesIness.

“I'm shore a fool.” she announced,
balf aloud. “I'm shore a plumb fool.™
Then she turned and disappeared in
the deep cleft between the glgantic
bowlder upon which she had been sit.
ting and another—small only by com-:
parison. There, ten feet down, in &
narrow  alley  Httered with ragged
stones, lay the crumpled body of a
man. It lay with the left arm doubled
under it, and from & gash in the fore
hend trickled a thin stream of blood
Also, it was the body of euch a man
ng she had not scen before

Although from the pian came a low
groan mingled with his breathing, 1t
was not such a sound as comes [rom
fully consclous lips, but rather that
{ of a brain dulled into coma

Freed from her fettering excess of
shyness by his condition, the girl
stepped surely from foothold to foot-
| hold until she reached his side. She
stood for A& moment with one hand on
the ing walls of rock, looking
down her halr fell about her
| face. Then, dropping to her knees
shifted the ddubled body into a
ing posture, stralghtened the
limbg, and began exploring with ef.
cient fingers for broken bones
had found the Ieft arm
ibove the wrist, and her fin
fingnosed a broken bone I‘

she

She

Hmp
gers hnd

sciousness must have come from the
hlow on the head, where a brulse was
already blackening, and a gash still

trickled blood

sShe lifted her skirt and tor
strip of cotton {rom her sln
oat Then she i
wav swiftly to t!

cshe drenched the .]. th

for bathing and

bandaging the wound. When she had
dotie what ghe eould by way of first
ald she mat supporting the mane
shoulders and shook her head dubi
usly

man's lids fluttered and
Then he opened his

Finally the
| his lips moved
eYes
| “Helin'" said

I seom to have
| hils lips smiled.

the rtranger, vaguely

He broke off, and
It was a friendly, un-
fight-

—

derstandiag smile, and the girl

| A Low Groan Mingled With Hies
Breathing.

ing hard the shy impulse to drop his

ing of the bushes,
| reassured.

“You must hey
| she enlightened
! 1 think 1 might have
| worse circumstances,”
known

was {0 & measure |
fell offen the roek,”

fallen Into
replied the un-

ltele "
| “Yes, of course™ The man suddenly
realized that although he was quite
riable as he was he ecould
scearcely expect to remain permanently
in the support of her bent arm
| attempted to prop himeself on his hurt
| hand and relaxed with a twinge of ex-
treme pain. The eolor, which had be
gun to ereep back into his cheeks, left

| eomf

uncon

where |

.
. i was rafsed to shout

He |

"with” be ohjected

Her llpa and eyes were sober as she
replied.

"1 reckon thet's

“And what's worse, I've got to he
mote trouble. Did you see anything
of a brown mule?”

Bhe shook her head,

“He must have wandered off. May
I ask to whom I am Indebted for this
firet ald to the Injured*

“I don't know what ye means.*

She had propped him agalnst the
rocks and sat near by, looking Into his
face with almost disconcerting stead!
ness; her solemn-puplled eves were
unblinking, unsmiling.
l “Why, | mean who are you? he
laughed.

“1 haln't nobody much.
over yon"

"But," Insisted the man, “surely you
| have a name,”
She nodded.
“Hit's Sally.”
“Then, Misa Sally, 1 want to thank

all right”

1 Jest lives

you.”

| Once more she nodded, and, for the
first time, let her eyes drop, while she
sat nureing her knees. Finally she
|Elanced up and asked with plucked-up
| COUTAR?

| “Stranger,
=

what mout yore name
! “Lescott—George Lescott™

"How'd ye kit hurt®

He ghook his head.

“I was painting—up there,” he said;
“"and 1 guess | got too absorbed In the
work. [ stepped backward to look at
the canvas and forgot where the edge
was. | stepped too far”™

The man rose to his feet, but he tot
|tered and reeled against the wall of
| ragped stone, The blow on his head
had left him faint and dizzy. He sat
down again

“I'm afrald” he ruefully admitted,
“that I'm not quite ready for dischurge
from your hospltal

“You jest get where yer at™  The
girl rose and pointed up the mountain
side. 11 light out across the hill and
forel Samson an' his mule”

‘Who and where is Samson? he
inquired. He realized that the baot.
tom of the valley would shortly thick

en into darkness, and that the way
cut, unguidad. would become impos

1 It sounds like the name of a
t £ tan™

“I means Samson South,” she on
lightened, as though further descrip

{ one &0 celebrated would be re

dundant. “He's over thar 'bout thre
quUATtera

Thrvequarters of a mile™

She nodded. What else could three
quarters mean”?

"How long =il it take you?®™ he
nskedd

Bhe deliborated ‘Tameon’s hoein
[ in the fur hill field Hv‘ll hey
ts his mule Hit mogt tek a

t do 1t in a hall-howr, can

\
I'll jest take my foot In my hand,
an’ light out She turned, and with

a nod was gone

At last she came to a point where
a clegring rose on the mountalns de
labove her The forest blankel wae
| stripped off to make war for a fenced.
|in and crazily tliting fleld of young
corn. High up and besond., cloes to
the hald shoulderm of sandstone which
threw tl selves against the sky, was
the figure of a man  As the gir] halted
at the foot of the fleld, at, laot. panting

“What air hit?" ghe tensely demand-
ed. “What air hit, Samson? What
fer hev ye fotched yer gun ter the
fleld **

The boy laughed. "Oh, hit aln't
nothin' pertieler,” he reassured. “Hit
haint nothin' ter a gal ter fret herselt
erbout, only 1 kinder suspiclons
strangers jest now."

“Alr the truce busted ! She put the
question in a tense, deepbreathed
whisgper, and the boy replled casually,
almost indifferently. |

“No, Sally, hit haint jest ter say
busted, but ‘pears like hit's right
smart cracked. 1 reckon, though,” he
added In balf-diegust, “nothin’ won't
come of hit.”

Bomewhat reassured, she bethought
herself again of her mission.

“This bere furriner haln't got no
harm in him, Samson,” she pleaded.
“He "pears ter be more like a gal than
A& man. He's real puny. He's got
white skin and a bow of ribbon on
hie neck—an' he paints plctchers.”

The boy’'s face had been hardening
with contempt as the description ad-
vanced, but at the last words a glow
came to his eyes, and he demanded
almost brexthlesaly :

“Painta plctchers®
that ™

“I seen ‘em. He was paintin’ one

How do ye know

upatream In silence. Finally Samson
spoke slowly and difidently.

“Stranger,” he ventured, “ef hit
hain't askin® too much, will ye let me
soe ye paint one of them things?

“Gladly,” was the prompt reply.

Then the boy added covertly:

“Don't say mnothln' erbout hit ter
none of these folks, They'd devil me.”

The dusk was falling now, and the
hollows choking with murk.

“We're nigh home now,” sald Sam-
#on at the end of some minutes’ silent
plodding. “Hit's right beyond thet
thar bend.”

Then they rounded s polnt of tim.
ber and came upon a small party of
men whose attitudes even In the dim-
ming lght conveyed a sublle sugges-
tion of portent

“Thet you, SBamson? called an old
mAn's voloe, which was still very deep
and powerful.

“Hello. Unc’ Spancer!™ replied the
bay.

Then followed a silence unbrokea
until the mule reachad the group M™»
vealing that besides the boy another
man-—-and & strange man-—had joined
thelr number,

“Evenin’, stranger,” they greeted
him, gravely: then again they fall

| silent, and in their silence was evi

dent constralnt

when he fell offen the rock and busted |
hiz arm. It's shore ¢s beautiful es—"
she broke off, then added with a sud |
don peal of laughter—"es er pictcher”

The young man slipped down from
the fence, and reached for the rifle
The hoe he left whers i1 stood

“I'l git the nag” he announced
briefly, and swung off without further
parley toward the curling spiral of
=smoke that marked a cabin a quarter
of a mile below, Ten minutes later
his bare feet swung against the ribs
of a gray mule and his rifle lay bal
anced across the unsaddled withers
Sally sat mountain fashion behind
him, facing stralght to the side

S0 they came along the creek bed |
and Into the slght of the man who
still sat propped against the mossy
rock. As Lescolt looked up he closed |
the case of his watch and put it bu:kl
into his pocket with a smlle

“Snappy work, that'™ he called out |
“Just thirty three minutea 1 didn't
bollewn It could be dona |

Samson's face was masklike. but
as he surveyed the forelgoer, only the
Ingrained dictates of the coastry's
hospitable code kept out of his eyes |

o gleam of scom for this frall mem- |

ber of a eex which should be stalwart

“Howds *™ he sald. Then he added
susplciously . “What mout ver busl
test be in these parts, sitranger?

Lescott gave the Odysary of his wan
derings. since he had rented a mule
at Hixon and ridden through the coun
try, sketching where the mood prompt
o and sleeping sherever he found a
hospitalile roof at the coming of the
evening

Yo coma from on Cripple
shin®™  The boy fAashed the guestion
with a sudden hardening of the voloe,
and, when he was afMirmatively ans |
swored his oyves contracted asd bored |
searchingly into the stranger's face

‘Where'd ye put up last night™

‘Red PRI Hollman's houss, at the
mouth of Mesting Houss fork; do you |
know the place™

Samsan's reply was curt

] knows hit all right

orer

| from her exertions, he was sitting on There was & moment’s pauses— !
the rall fenee, looking absently down  rather an awhward pause Lescotte |
on the outstretehed panorama below | mind began pleeilng together frag
him ments of convepraation he had heard,
Samson South waa not, strictly | until he had sssemblied a sort of men- |

'-'wahlnt a man His age was per
ihn;m twenty. He sat loose jointed and
| | indolent on the top rall of the fence,
| | his hands banging over his cnees, his

hoe forgotten Near by, propped
| nguinst the ralls, rested a repeating
| rifie, though the people would have

| told you that the truce in the “South

il | Hollman war” had been unbroken for |

two years, and that no clansman need
in these haloyon days go armed afleld |

CHAPTER 1|1,

Sally clambered lghtly the |
fence and sjarted on the last stage of |
her journey, the ecllmb across the
young corn rowg. It was a fleld stood
on #nd, and the hoed ground =as unm-
even; but with no seeming of wearl i
ness her red dress flashed steadfastly
across the green spears, and her u)lm
“Hello, hatr,!utl?"

over

The young man looked up and waved
| a languld greeting He did not remove |
bis bat or descend from his place of |
rest, and Sally. who expected no such l
attention, eame smilingly on. Samson

shoulders and flee into the kind mask- | was her bero. Slow of utterance and  *0M¢ materials up

diffident with the stranger, words now
{ eame fast and fluently as ehe told her
story of the man who lay hurt at the |
| foot of the rock

“Hit haint long naw tell sundown,”
she urged. “Hurry, Samson, an' git
vore mule. I've done give him my

| back. "

| Bameon took off his hat, and tossed

| the heavy lock upward from his fore

head  His brow wrinkled with doubta.
“What sort of Inokin' feller air he*™
While 2ally sketehed a description,

| the young man's doubt grew graver
“This hain't no At time ter be takin’

In folks what we hain't acquainted

In the mountalns | €Yes zrow almaost

tal jigraw purzie |

The South-Hollmas feud had been |
mwentioned by the mote talkative of
his informers, and carefully tabooed

by othersa—-notable among them his
host of last night N now dawned om
him that he was crossing the l-ua

dary and coming as the late guest of

& Hollman to ask the hospltaiity of a !
Soulh

=1 &idn’t know whose honse It wan ™
he hastened to explain, “until | was !
benighted and asked for lodging They
were very kind to me I'd never ssen
them belfore I'm a stranger bhere
nbouts l

Samson only nodded. If the explana
tion falled to satlafy him, It at least
seemed to do o |

"l reckon ye'd better ot me holp !
|¥ys up on thet old mule,” he sald;
“hit's acomin’ on ter be alght™

With the mountaineer's ald, Lescott |
| clamberad astridq the mount, then he |
turned -Nblnu!!v

“I'm sorry to trouble yon," he ven- |
tured, "but 1 have a paint box and |
there 11 youll

bring them down hers 11l show you
how to pack the easel and, by the
wWAay. he anxiousiy added, “please

| to handle that fresh canvas carsfully—
by the edge—it's not dry yet.

He had anticipated tmpatient con-
tempt for his artist’s !mpedimenta, |

“1 m"l m you kin set up after a| promise ter fotch yo right straight | DUt to his surprise the mountaln boy |

climbed the rock and halted .nrun
the sketch with a face
softencd to an expressiygn of amazed
admiration. Finally he took up the
square of academy board with a teg
der care of which his rough hands
would have seemed Incapable and
stood stock still, presenting an anoma- |
lous figure in his rough clothes as his |
jdolatrous. Then

that slowly |

them again, and his lips compressed | any time (& the time to take In strang- ho brought the landscape over to {m |

clamation of suffering
“Thet alr left arm air busted,” an-
nounced the young woman, quietly
“Ye've got ler be Beedful™ |
Had one of her own men hurt him- | !

| have been mere matter of course; but '

to paln.
sity for cotitempt

“T'm afraid” apologized the paluter,
to you."

| themselves tightly to bite off an ex- |!-rv unless there are secrets to be | rmmr
| puarded from outside eyes

and, though no word was

llmlt n, there flashed between the ayes

“Why hain't it demanded the girl | of the artist, whose signature gave to |

“He's hurt. We kain't leave him layin' l a canvas the value of a prec
| and the jeansclad boy =hose destiny

thar, kin we®™

lous Mone,

| deep gravily

“This hyar man's a furriner,” an
nounced Sammson, briefly. “He fell

Tamarack Sowuth,

offen & rock an' got hart | Towed
I'd fotch bim home ter stay all night”

The eldesly mas who had halled the
boy nodded, but with an evident an:
Goyance. It sesmned Lhat to him the
others deforred a8 (0 & commanding
oficer The cortege remounied and
rode alowly toward the bouse. Al last
the clderly man came alongside the
mule and Inguired

“*Samson, where was yeo last night ™

“Thet's my businesa ™

“Mebbe Bt ain'L”™ The old moun
latneer spoke with no resentment, but
“We've been powerful

oneasy erbout ye. Hev ye honred Lhe

news ™
“What news* The boy put the
question noncommittally
Joses Turvy was shot this mors |

Ing
The boy vouchasafed oo reply
The mall rider done told hit
shot five ahoots from the
Parvey haint dled yit
RBome says as how his folks

Samebody

laurei

has senit tor Letington fer blood
hounds ™

The boy's eyea began to smolder |
hatefully

“I reckon”™ be spoke alowly, “he

didnt git shot none too soon ™

“Sameon'"™ The old man's voles had
(the ring of determined asthority
‘When | dies yo'll be the head of the
Souths bhut so loag e I'm scunaln’
this byar fam'ly | heeps my word ter
friend an foe allke | rechon Jesse
Purvy knows whbo got yore pap but
up Wl now po South halnl never
busted po truce”

The boy's volee dropped its softness
and ook oo & shrill croscendo of ex:

T:nunm a8 he flashed out his retort

“Who sald a South has done Dusted |

the truce this time*™

Old Splcer South gased searchingly |

at his nephew
(TO RE CONTINUED)
Quesrsst Dance in the Werld
The Godavar! dance of the malay
ern, or drummers, of Malabar s & very
popular function when the native
farmers are taking thelr ease after the
hard work of harvest. The principal

Ichan--t-r s & welrd figure supposed

to represent the sacred cow of the
gods. Kamachenu, A small boy car
ries this about while the other per
formers, decked out in primitive fash-
jonn with painted bodies and hideous
masks, go through a welrd dance, ao-
mm;unu-d by much drum beating and
singing Wherever It goes the cow
is supposed 1o shower bleasings and
prosperity, and so, ostenaibly to please
the animal, but 1o reality to satisfy
the dancers. prosanta of motey, paddy
of rice are given to the performers
This custom has been In eristenos
from time mmemorial and s Miely
o continge as loug as agricoltare e
dures among the Hindus of Malabar —
Wide World Magarine
What Attracted Him.
A mother took her four yearold son

Suddenly her eyes canght sight of | was that of the vendetta, & wublle, | 4o o restanrant for his Arst luncheos

way they fllled with apprehension. |

prisal In which he was biding his time, | direction, packed the outfit and stored
yot the coming of the day when the  the canvas in the protecting top of the
truce must end haunted her thoughta | box. Then while hliy turned and
soarched vainly through the bushes of | “that I've been a grest deal of trouble | She came close, and her volce sank | strode down creek in search of Lés
cott's lost mouni the two men rede

with her siaking beart

tersign of brothersdn blond who ree-
other than herself, 'har eyes mirrored a pleased surprise | Her milltant love would have turned  ognige in each other the bond of a
at the stranger's good-natured nod and ] to hate for Samson, should he have  mutusl passion

the sound agaiu, and | his quiet refusal to give expression | proved recreant to the mission of re |
1t relleved her of the mul-l

It was the coun-

The boy and the girl, under Lescoll's

outslde of the nursery at home He
behaved with perfect propriety, and
watched the elaborate service with
keen interest. When the finger bowis
were placed on the table, he notiosd
the square white mint on the plate
at the slde of the bowl and e
clalmed. “Oh, mother, look st the
cunning little cakes of soap h

brought we!“—Harper's Magasise

| t*ope and In

___—__-ﬂ

\"ORTHY OF H!GH COMMAND
Progident Wilunl Promotions of
Army Men Will Have Approval
of the Voters.

President Wilson and Secretary Gar
rison continue to earry out their excel
lont policy of promoting army offlcara
of merit Recently thore were am
nounesd the selectionn of Hrig Giens,
Fredorick Funston, Hugh [. Scott and
Tasker H. Bliss for the one existing
and the two coming vacancies pmong
the major geperals; of General Scott
as chlef of stafl, in succession to Gens
vral Wotherspoon, retired, and of Cola,
Henry A, Greene, Willlam A. Mann of
the infantry, and Col. Frederick 8
Strong of the coast artillery, to be
brigadier generals. These are all
worthy oficers whose fitness can hard-
Iy be questioned, General Funston has
not, of course, the standing of & regu-
tnrly trained offlcer, but his service at
Vera Cruz, with the fact that he bhas
yorved 11 years mcceptably an briga-
dier general. and has for years been
the senlor in rank in that grade, makes
hia advancoment altogether Justifiable

o army will, we belleve, agree with
us In asserting that It has had under
no other president so square a deal in
e matter of the dletribution of high

nor The Wilson custom has been
tu promote those colonels who are reo

mmended by a matority of the exist

(g generals, and It would be hard to

vine g falrer method  For one (hig
minates palitieal pressure
Mi'n rise to the position
14 boon rapid, It Is
Yo han servedd long with
the Beld. and has In ad

whally et
! General ‘;-':
f ehin! of stafl }

rited. for

wquited cettaln lore abowt our

ans, lor inMatee which la un
ed b AlY hop P rer "ﬂ‘ ot

s the fact that President Wilson
lutely refuses to countenance the
tlon of any o Mcern as generals

Lo have pot servedd aeoeptably as ol

AAS

LEADERS MUST TAKE NOTE

Democratic Party Wilf Certainly Face
8 Urited Opponition Two
Years Hence
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ot theut
Clearly. the enthasiastie soals who
oliowed the tall Moose ca'! are ',
ng back (o the old fold Mint of
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After pointing out kow “Nature 19

helping to bring bark good times ™ the
New York Tribune sayvs “The ad
slpistration did mol sct as Provi

‘ence’s advance agent In these recor
nor rould upsetting legislation
tard them ™ It s oaly when there ia
1+ Republican administration ia Wash
Flof that nature performa s po
lieml dutles properiy. and the rum
falla and shines and bountife!
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Next Presidential Campaign.

Qinee the Nepudlicans mads larger
rains and polled a larger toml vote
Ihan 1t was thouwsbl they would be
ble 16 do. they are uaturally begin
ring to plan for a vigorous presi
centinl eampalgn in 1916 Democrats
Loust remomber that,
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Need for Marmony.

Never, perhaps. in the history of
the party has Repablican presidential
timber been 80 soarce As & tolgTess
wan, Uncle Joe Canson was able to
“vome backh” and but for his ad
anced age. he would make g lvely
andidate for presilent. When the
(e comes, howeve: the Hepublicans
will probably put up a very respect:
able ticket [lut if the Demoerats son-
tnue in harmony they should be able
o retain power In Washington for
many years 1o come Harmoay must
be malatalned
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